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Maurieo Ingraham strayed into Gon-
pil's, o8 he did nearly every day, in or-
der to indulge in u quarter hour of
homesickness for the paradise of art
from which he had been exiled by
means of u rich legacy. When one
falls heir to the estate of a childless
uncle worth several millions it de-
prives ilmof the delicious makeshifts
und economies and excursions of the
gaild of painters. It has been said that
champagne tastes and a beer income
wre & cavse of miseries. But an income
which seems toconstrain tochampagne
asll the time might prove equally
oppressive, Ingrahnm was consclous
that the men who had worked beside
him in a certain famous studio in Paris,
now that he was rich, tried very hard
to treat him in the old cordial way.
But be felt the patronage of art toward
money, which is loftier than that of
wmoney toward art.

That morning he spied at Gougil'sa
shotograph of moderate dimensions, a

andscape signed by a former fellow
nigrlent of his, Victor Fursythe. Their
friendship had continued, but pallidly
and ictermittently. Forsythe had mar-
riwd: the wife was said to be o very nice
@irl, but not at all of the smart set, In-
groham had sent a®rather expensive
wedding gift ond had meunt to pay a
visit. Then he heard that the Forsythes
svere out of town for the summer. Evi-
dently the artist had profited by his
vacntion; the photograph from his
painting showed na work of rare
quality. 1t was o riverside meadow,
with a clump of willows; the stream
had shadowy depths and luminoos ed-
dies; somo sheep were pusturing in the
foreground. Nothing could be more
simple 2ad sorene than this idyllie
landseape—yet Ingraham's first impres-
wion was of something grandiose, After
a momont this quality disappearc”;
but if he turned away his gaze and
then looked afresh at the picture it al-
ways made the same effect upon hitu
He decided that it wassomething about
the background; there wore vague,
large enrves, perhaps of clouds or of
dmstant hills; at sll event, they were
extraordinorily imposing in their faint
end tenuous suggestions of immensity.

“There l= one vulgar consolatian re-
served for the bondholder,” said Ingra-
ham humbly to himself. *“‘He can buy
what pleases him and at the same time
cuncouruge art.”

He nt onee decided to lunch at an
Italizn restaurant frequented by the
painter clique who liked to recall the
impressidns of o sketching tour that
they had once made in & body to Rowe
&ad to talic of the coloring of the great

copying it for me on another canvas?

“As you say."”

Ingraham drew out his checle bool,
signed o page, tore it off and handed it
to Forsythe.

*'Oh, carte blanche is too wmuch,” pro-
tested the artist,

“Too little, by Jove! I want that
landscape. [ have ordered one of the
photographs framed and sent to my
rooms; but, of course, it must lack the
touch and the colors of the real thing
—the silvery green of the willows, the
olive depths and the amber lights of
the water, the blue of the marsh lilies
and of the heavens above them—"

*1 paninted it in monochrome."

“But you hit the valnes marvelously.
What was the tint?*

“Well, a kind of reddish brown,™

“Not sepin?”

“NO.“

“Durnt siennn?™

“Not exactly."

“Umber?"”

“*Well, hardly.”

“All right, the coloring is your little
secret. But I have not yet spoken of
the real wonder of yo rk, For-
sythe. Willows and streams ghd sheep
feeding buve been scen before now.
1ut there's more to it than that. You
have painted in there some great dlm
curves. They are more than human;
they are titanic, as if you had seen for
one inspired moment the great earth-
mother herself behind her ereation—
somoathing, a8 Swinburne says: ‘The
solemn slope of mighty limbs asleep.’
I am bound to admit, however, that
now you see it and mow you don't,"
noted the rich man, ashamed to be
caught in a rapturous citation of poe-
try. ‘“‘Anyhow, Forsythe, that picture
is like a glimpse into the morning of
the world, the primeval myths.”

Whereupon the artist laughed gayly,
fillad out the check with very moder-
ute figures and handed it back to In-
graham

“You shall have the replica, my dear
fellow; Lut [ don't take sthe monay be-
forehand. Thank you for all the nice
things you have been saying. But,
upon my word, I'm not responsible for
the titanic curves. They were noci-
dental—no, not that,either —incidental.
They were, in fact, caused by the par-
ticular canvas, so to speak.”

“Nonsense, that cannot be so. How-

ever, to contont you, I will admit that
you painted better than you knew."
““Yes; that picture was the result of
the habit of handlinga brush. Neither
more nor less,"
“Forsythe, you used not to have
these little affectations.

Don't try to

IE SBAW FORSYTHE QUITR ALONE AT A TABLE.

Campagna, the unspeakable grandeur
of the ruins, the good taste of the
wines of the country, which they
dran!c under the vine trellises of a lit-
tle osterin. As Ingraham entered the
rastourant he saw Forsythe quite alone
ata tuble. He erossed the room and
greeted him,

“If you sre notexpecting anyone,
Forsythe, will you luneh with me?
This is rather like sorn Clelin's, isn't
it

“A fair imitation. HBut we miss the
fellow with the guitar und worthy old
Clelia, who would sometimes bring a
Aish with herown hunds in order to
say to us'good nppetite, my childrenl’ "

“Al! the dear old sora Clelin!”

‘They mingled reminiscences until it
appesred to Ingraham that it wonld
pot be an impertinence on his part to
begin to talk about the painting that
e wished to buy,

“Forsyihe,” he said, "I hnve just
gseen ot Goupil's the photograph of o
most remarkable picture of yours, It
{5 wonderful, beyond praise. You have
struck o new munner, and your flest
suanner was the despair of the rest of
ws,  Hut this landseape is great, Let
me say plainly, and get over the erude-
pess of the situation, that 1 want to
buy the original. They said at Gou-
pil's that they hnd not seen ity aud did
not know whether it was sold or not
1f it is 1 shall try to get it away from
its present owner. [ must have it ut
any price.”

] am glad that you like the paint-
fog. DBut the orlginal is uot for sale™

“Indeed, 1 cannot wonder that you
are in love with it yourself, nnd wish
to keep it.  But could you let me have
e replica?”’

“Possibly.”

“You would have no objection to

make me believe that & man can paint
like that without s real inspiration.
You divined, yon saw that prodigiour
curve, as of a colossal beantiful shoul-

der. It muy have been originally o'

mountain or a c¢loud; but yon have
softened and made it mysterious—a
thing to worship."

“Cowe, no, [ will tell you all abount

it, beceuse it will really not do for you
to keep on raving about a stroke of
non-existent genius. Well, this was the
way of it. Mrs, Forsythe and I went
away for our wedding trip as far as
the state of Maine. We visited the
great lakes—which they modestly call
ponds there—we plunged into the pine
wilderness and turned up among the
too compendious scenery and elviliza-
tion of Mount Desert. At the end of
our vocation we stayed o few days in
the city of Portiand, and while there
we made a little excursion in a horse-
ear to a pretty village with an old
inglish name. The econductor was
friedly, and advised usto walk along
a road until we should come to a mill-
dam; there we should find a little
steamer ready to take us three miles
upstream to the log boom.

“The place was charming. 1t had an
air of exquisite remotenesa.  Of course,
a highrond, houses, a milldam, a
steamer wand verious smart canoes
near a boathouse seemed to testify to
the neighborhood of humnn beings.
But the stream and its shores, lovely
bits of level meadow with shady copsea
of willow and alder, the complete still-
ness, except for the impertinent puff-
ing of the little launch, were like a
& virgin country. My wife and I
wished to enjoy it to perfection, so we
disembarked at the log-boom and told
the captain of the steamer *hat we
would wait over a trip. He snswered

thet if we came again to the hoom
withio an hour and forty minutes that
would eonneet with his boat and with
the car back to the city. 8o my wife
end | strayed over the meadows and
wished that we had brought the
sketching outfit, and then sat down on
the grass and made all sorts of plans
for our future,"

“And the majesty of the distant
mountains slowly impressed itself upon
you as they loomed in the buck-

.| ground?”

“Notatall. T do aot think that there
were any hills in sight. We were o
ongroswd that we did not notice the
uprising of s bank of threatening
clouds”—

“Ah, I see! It was their outlines”—

“Outlines nothing! It was their
wetness, their profuse, inopportune,
wrung-out- from-all-the-sponges-of-the-
sky wetness! In o moment we were
sonked, our shoes squelched, the eolor
of the blue cornflowers in my wife's
hat dripped down upon her neck. We
were a sight to see. I fancy that the
captain of the launch thought of our
plight and made all haste to rescue us
—but the time seomed long to us
However, we tried to take it as a joke.
But the jocularity ceased the next day,
when my wife develooed acase of acute
bronchitis. A physician was called.
who pronounced it a trifle, if treated
promptly. He prescribed a mixture
for the cough, and told me to paint
her back, between the shoulders, with
fodine.

**So with a phial of tineture of iodine
snd s small camel's hair brush I set to
work. My anxiety for her was re-
lieved, the impression of the beautiful
solitary landscape that we had seen
was fixed upon my mental retina—and,
first that | knew, I was painting that
scene in iodine monochrome on the
shoulders of my patient! 1 declare to
you, Ingraham, 1 had completely for-
gotten that I was not paintiug on can-
vas, instead of & human surface, like
‘echicken skin, delicate, white,' as Aus-
tin Dobson sings of the Pompadour's
fan. My, wife wondering at the length
of the application, at last inquired:
‘But have you not almost finisked, Vie-
tor?  Aund I, still oblivions, replied:
‘A few more toaches, and it will be
ready to frame.' She gave a funoy
little hoarse shout of laughter—my
wife had o sense of humor. Then [,
too, saw the joke. 8She ran to the
dressing table, and, by means of a
hand-mirror, surveyed her shoulders.
*Why, this is a lovely landscape! she
said. ‘It is too good to lose.
my kodak, Victor, it is In one of the
trunks, and photograph your master-
piece before it begins to fade out.” She
was delighted; the iodine and the fun
togethar soon cured her cold, so that
ina few days we came home to New
York.

“0Of course I had the photograph en-
larged, nnd itsucceeded so well that I
placed a few coples in Goupil's, hoping
that some of my friends would like
them. The original painting has long
since disappeared; I shall make your
replica from the photograph. And I
shall try to recall the silvery greens
|and the somber olive-browns which
you rightly attributed to the land-
Zpe
“Hut all this does not ncoount
for those grandoise, superhuman
curves, the visible presence of the
earth-goddess.™

**Ah, I rubbed down the ontlines all
that [ could. Dut it is not easy to ol»
literate in a photograph. Those curves
—1 told you they were owing to the
shape of the canvas. My wife's shoul-
ders, of course, cnme out lurge in_pro-
portion to the landscape painted on
them. She is not titanic, nor even,
perhaps, a goddess. Dut she is an ex-
tra nice liitlg woman, all the same.”

HE HATED WOMEN,

Bachelor of Vienos Used to Buoy Thred
Seats ut the Theater.

There are so many sham misogynists
sbont in this affectedly cynical age
that one can hardly help extending a
measure of admiration to the thorough-
ness and consistency of a certain rich
old Viennese bachelor, whose desth
was announced the other day.

In thd case of this highly eccentrie

old gentlemay, horror and dread of our
unfortunate sex had become a positive
manis, for it is recorded of him that
whenever he went to a place of publie
entertainment he toolk the precaution
of booking three sents, in the center
one of which he seated himself, leaving
those on each side vacant, so as to
avoid all risk of being obliged to sit
| next toa woman!
! He even earried his extraordinary
craze beyond the grave, by leaving in-
 structions that po woman was to be
buried ecither to the right or leftof
him, even if it should be necegsary to
purchase three graves in order to in-
sure the carrying out of his strange
behenst.

Perhaps the most curions thing In
the whole strange story is the state-
ment that this agreeanble old gentle-
wan left behind him a large bundle of
letters, which he had grimly indorsed:
“Attempts made by my family to pus
me under the yoke of matrimony.”

As he appenrs to have been a very
wealthy man, this alleged action on
the part of his relatives seems by no
means easy to explain.—Lady's Ple-
torial.

An Impatient Girl,

Mr. Richmann—You have a hand-
some young man named De Ribbon in
your employ, I understand. He is on«
gaged to my daughter, and 1'd liko
you 1o do me o favor.”

Meorchant—Certainly, my old friend.
Want him advaneced, eh?

“*No. 1 want him kept just where he
is until my daughter gets tired wait~
ing for him to ¥e able to marry.”

“*Um—how long will that be?"

“About six weeks."—N. Y. Weekly.

—A young woman whose husband
lately died was forced to repress her
tenrs and wear a smiling face, becauss,
as she said, she “hadn't a handker
chief it to be seen, except ome,” and
that she had to “keep for the funeral”
Such command over the fealings, from
o scnse of higher duty, is very raze
and very impressive.

Find |

A HEAVY RANSOM.

To judge by his haggerd lovks and
the monotonons way in which he was
pacing up and down the room, Hon.
Robert Spenceley was evidently under
the influence of a serious mental de-
pression when his partiellar chum,
Tom Langton, fuvored him with »
morning call.

“Halloal What's up, Bob? Iy Jove,

on are looking seedy.” ~

Hon. Robert stopped in his pu :
less wallk, languidly extended his arm,
lightly touched the tips of his friend's
fingers, and heaved a deep and bitter
sigh.

l?'.r'tre you ill, ehapple, or has the
peerless, patriclan Penclope—"

usit down, Tom. The fact is, I've
been a fool.”

“And how did yon discover it?"

“Well, as you know, I've been mixed
up a bit with Lord Templeton and his
set. Jolly fellows, but inclined to go
the pace a bit too fast. Hang me, 11f
can say ‘No' to anything they propose,
und the upshot of it all is that in two
nights I have lost upward of three
thousand pounds sterling playing cards
at the Junior Aborigines — at least,
that's the amount they hold my 10 U's
for.” .
*IWhat confoundedly bad luek you
must have had!”

91 posted down to the family nest
yesterday, laid the whole affair before
the governor, and vowed that I would
never touch a card again if he would
help me ont of this serape.”

“And he has refused?”

“Paint blank., He reminded me that
on several necasions he hiad paid off my
legitimate debts—small Ia comparison
to this one—but he consldered playing
cards for high stakes so outrageously
foolish that he could not and would
not help me. 1 told him they were
debts of honor, but he said it wasa
most dishonorable way either of mai-
Ing or getting rid of money.

“In eonclusion, he told me that as it

was most desirable that I should break
off from this eonnection, he proposed
to reduece my sllowanee tofive hundred
pounds a year, during which time I am
| to travel and see as much of the world
las I canona paliry ten pounds & week.”
“And what did you say?®"
*“What could I say? I have nocholee
|In the matter, 1 have made up my
mind that [ will not go to the money-
lenders, and so 1 must get these fel-
lows to walit until I can redesm my pa-
per.”

“Loolk here, old ¢hap. I'll come with
you for o time, and we'll goin fora
walking tour.”

*Tom, you are a brick. Let vs start
this weck."

L]
Three months had elapsed since Rob-
ert Spenceley's departure, during

which period frequent communications
—ench bearing expressions of regret
for the past and promises for the fu-
ture—kept Lord Nethwick fully ae-
quainted with his son's doings. The
nbsent one scemed to be thoremghly
enjoying himself, judging from his
graphie descriptions of the scenery
and ipeldents of the walking tour.
Then the letters ceasad altogecher,

Several timos lately the doubt had
arisen in Lord Methwick's mind as to
whether he bad not been too severe,
remombering that bis son had hitherto
borne an irreproachable character,
evineing a deep dislike to all the
worse forms of dissipation, and there
was no doubt that this unfortunate af-
fair at the Junior Aborigines was not
the result of inherent or newly-ac-
quired viciousness, but rather bronght
about by a false position, in which,
surrounded by companions of wealth
and repute, he had been led away by
the excitement and his inability to say
|l.\'°.u

Now that no news came from him,
his fether's pesolution rapidly gave

w6 W f ¥ i)
way nader the disquieting influence
of foreboding and the continunous en-
treaties of his mother, until at last Lis
recall was decided upon so soon as the
next intimation of his address should
arrive. The next letter did disclose his
whereabouts, and this was the—
thunderbolt.

“Most ILLUSTRIOUS S10¥0n—The sea of
your excellency f3 doing us the honor & eqa-
descend our humble hospitality to partake and
bLiné to us your address given so that wo may
impart his well boing. He now his doparture
dosires, but we would that your lllustrious ox-
collency to us sending the sum of pounds four
thousand Englische that we may be soluced
for his loss' Then followed an addrsss to
which o communieation was to be sent, and
tho milssive conciuded: *Any information to
the getndarmes wiil be on the son of your ex-
enllency. (Slgnoew) Groszrpre*

vziuseppe! The most noted bloodthirsty
and brigand of modern times, about
whose eruelties and tortures so mauy
burrowing teles were told by travel
ers, and upon whose head s heavy
price had been set long ago.

Lady Methwick piteously besought
har husband to send the wmoney at
onee.

“Thoy will kill my darling boy, and
you—you—will have sent him to his
death!™

Her daunghters, Hon, Agatha, Ondine
and Clovis, added their agonized en-
treaties; indeed, so carried away were
they by their feelings that they actunl-
ly offered to go without new hatsand
drosses for the next twelve months, in
order to contribute to the ransom
money. DBut his lordship did not be-
lieve in giving way ot once.  Doubtless
a lesser sum would be secepted, and
while negotintions were in progress
and there wus a chance of the ransom
being ultimately paid, he did not think
his son would be in any danger. So he
sent an offer of two thousand pounds
sterling. The reply to this was a eurt
refusal, and o postseript added in Rob-
ert Spenceley’s handwriting  was:
*Father, send soon; feel sure they will
rot take lesa”™ Tt still Lerd Meth-
wick would not give in without effort
to reduce the amount, and he increased
his offer to two thousand five hundred
pounds sterling.

The day came when Gluseppe's
reply was duoe, but it did not ar
rive, and pent-up anxiety caused
his lordship two sleapless nights and
two miscrable, irritable days Om
the third morning, amongst the con-
tents of the post wus a small par-
eel, the handwriting of the sddress of

.| ness on his lordship's memory.

which wns Immediately recognized.
With trembling fingers Methwick
tore open the package, and there lay

diselosed the bold brigand's staggering
reply—n cardboard box containing s
man's esr packed In sawdust, and in-
side the lid these words were sorawled:

“Noless than four thoussnd. Part
of bis excellency is sent free so that
he may henr your depide which was
final.”

In after years that day always re-
mained impressed with startling vivid-
What
with his wife's continual fainting fits;
his three danghters in consecutive hys-
teries, their consclous intervals being
employed in wupbraiding him in evch
severn terms that ome would have
thoaght that the poor man had himself
cut his son's ear off; his own mental
anguish as he remembered that the
future hend of his house would never
be able to hear both sides; the horrid
possibility of getting the wandercr
back for nothing—n piece at a time,
and the fear that at that moment fur-
ther tortures might be in course of in-
flietion—he often marveled, not only
that he survived it, but that reason did
not sltogether forsake her tottering
throne.

And the elimax was reached when,
in the softening shades of twilight,
Lady Methwick and her three daugh-
ters, dressed in black, went in solomn
procession to @ distant purt of the
grounds, where, beside o rippling
stream and beaeath a spreading tree,
the gardener had already dug o grave.
There, with fresh bursts of tears sod
passionate sobs, the box of sawdust
with its precious freight was solemnly
buried, and n eairgd built over and
sbout its resting place.

The outlgoing evening mail carried
two letters, one to the brigands ngreb-
ing to their terms, the other to a friend
of the family, who happened to be a
consul in the near neighborhood, in-
closing a draft for four thousand
pounds, and begging bim to put him-
self in Instant communication with
Giluseppe and obtain the captive’s re-
lease.

The consul did as he was desired,
and, in compliance with instructions
from the robber bund, who were evi-
dently taking every precantion against
being trapped, proceeded nlone one
evening, carrying a parcel of four
thousand sovercigns to an indicated
spot on the outskirts of a forest. Here
he was met by a sunburnt, black-
bearded giant, pieturesquely attired in
his notive duess, who carried a rifle,
while a couple of revolvers and =
poniard adorned his snsh, Motioning to
the consul to follow him, he proceeded
but a few paces into the forest, then
halted and blew o long, low, peculiar
whistle on his fingers.

App.oaching footsteps were immedi-
utely heard, and there emerged from
among the trees the whilom prisoner,
alone. Ashe ranged up to the side of
his deliverer, the gold was handed
over, carefully counted, and then, with
a low bow, the robber turned ou his
heel, at onee disappeared, without hov-
iug vttered a word, and the consul und
his purchase were free to depart.

Methwieck hall was ablaze with light
on the evening of the heir's return to
his ancestral home. The female por-
tion of the family had spent the day
in alternately lavghing and erying for
joy, aod were now in o state of intense
excitement, anxiously awaiting the re-
turn of the carriage from the station.
Presently the sound of wheels was
heard drawing up to the door, and
mother and sisters rushiog out, fell
upon Robert, hugged him and kissed
him and half.dragged, half carried
Lim into the house, but it was not un-
til after they had been for some time
as leed in the library that there
ﬂn:?fm acrobs their minds the remem-
brance of that horrot thot lay buried
Sealde the dlronid. His mother first
made the discovery.

“Why, Robert, you have two ears!”

“Two cars, mother! Have I nct al
ways had two?

“But we buried one of them,”

Hon. Robert was evidently in the
dark, and when they explained he de-
claved (truthfully) that he knew noth-
ing sbout in. As a waord-painter he
proved a declded fallure, considering
ther adventures which they cxpected
him to recount. He had nothing to re-
late, simply monotony waiting for the
ranson, and, no matter how they plied
him with guestions, he eould tell them
nothing of the doings of the gang, for
he suid he never saw any of them ex
cept the one who had him in charge.

A few days after his return, pleads
ing the necesstiy of a wvisit to a Wesl
End tailor, he traveled to London,
after receiving strict injunctions and
glving a promise to shun his old haunts
snd companions. Avrived in sown, he
at onco proceeded to Tom Langton's
chambers, and his first words to his
chum were:

*l say, Tom, what about that ear,
and why wasn't I told of it?"

*Well, I thought you might object,
and us it was desirable to bring things
to a climax, I got it from the dissecting
room at the bospital through a stu-
dent.” 3

“It took me quite by surprise wheyn
they nccused me of having two ears
and tokl me they had buried one of
them. Dut how abont the money ?”

“I have told the fellows that you
have negotinted a loan and empowered
me to pay your debts. Here are the ]
O U's that [ have bought up, aud the
total amount is about £2,906, The re
maining £1,004—"

*You will please keep for yourself, as
arranged, for the double purpose ol
paying you for your trouble and buy
ing your perpetuonl silence.”

“Thanks, old chap. 1 will be sk
lent us the grave;but, I say, Ihad o
difficulty in keeping silence when we
had her majesty's consul in the forest
I never wanted to laugh so much be
fore."—Tid-Bits.

—Margaret of Parma was large,
mentally and physically. Her foatures
were strong and coarse, her voice mas
culine, and she had o hairy upper lip
and chin. One of her contemporaries
calls her “a man in petticoats.” She
cursed and swore like u man, and final
iy died of gout. e

MAKING RUBBER GOODS,

Ameriean Waterproofs Jette

glish, But Have an u.,z...:.mf“

“For some reason, rubber overcogy
mnekintoshes and  waterproof gar
ments made by English manuficturery
will not stand the American climppe»
suid & man who has made the study of
rubber goods his chiel bosiness for
years. ““The English goods are wiag
is called acid-cured,” he contingeq
“while the best American dealers vyl
ranize their garments by means of the
dry-heating process, subjecting thmy
ton certain degree of steam heat, iy
an airtight compartment, for oyep
twelve hours. A year or two agon
certain firm in New York laid ina sup.
ply of English garments from a trust.
worthy factory,which it cost them g
dollar and ninety cents to import. The
entire invoice turned hard, sticky ang
sbsolutely unsalable on their hands,
although they had only been in stock
a short time. They were glad tosel)
them off at anction at ten centsapiece,”

“What is it that makes rubber capes
and coats have that disagreeable odop
peculinr to them?" questioned the lis.
tener.

“They have that smell beeaunse they
haven't been deodorized," was the re.
ply.  *“All the leading rubber factories
in the conntry deodorize their goods
Manufacturers of cheap goods do not
tuke this trouble, and the eompound
which it is necessary to mix with the
rubber in order to make it pliable and
yielding is bound to have an odor it
the garment is not so treated. A eer
tain herb common to China, Japan and
other eastern countries, an herb which
the Chinese in New York smole in lit
tie sticks, as we do eigars, is used to
deodorize rubber goods. Tier upon
tier of finished garments are hung in
an air-tight apartment and subjected
to the fumes of this herb or weed,
After n thorough fumigation of this
kind, not the slightest scent or odor
can be detected on the goods,

*0f course,” added this authority, “jt
peaple buy any of the common rubber
garments sold at one dollar und eighty
cents and two dollars apiece, they will
find mueh to complain of in their pur
chuse. Not only will the germent have
a disagrecable odor, but it will not be
waterproof. It will be merely a pro-
tection ngainst cold, and will contain
a very small modicnm of rubber in its
composition, One can easily see how
thut is by thinking a little on the subs
ject.

*Umne of these so-called rubber conts
weighs at least two pounds A fale
quality of *para,’ which Is the technical
name given torubber in the trade, sells
at seventy-five cents a pound. It would
be impossible for the garment sold at
less than two dollars to contain much
purn at those figures, to suy nothing of
the cost of cutting and making. There
is n vast difference between the old
fashioned white-back, single-surface
rubber cont and the ideal rubber coat
of to-day. In the last eight years, es
pecially, great improvements have
beer made in the manner and making
of rubber goods. Now the best gar
ments are donble-textured, that is, the
rubber compound is contrived between
the outer and inner surface, although
nll are cemented together.

“1 have worn out three pairs of rub
ber overshoes this season, and have
just bought a fourth,” said a young
woman. *1 wonder why they wearout
80 fast?

**1 can tell you,” said the expert, tak-
ing the new rubbers in his hand and
exumining them. **There is a little
separate piece of rubber which we eall
the ‘cording’ missing from these shoes.
All the old-fashioned rubbers had this
cording put in between the sole and
the upper just where the pleces joined
In ord-{:: to secure a more
eaztdookipg rubb ﬁl thie ooy
fac u*:& g:l"? '?':gm y?ﬂ%mﬁm;:f
ting in this cording. The experiment
has proved a gain in the matter of ap
pearnnce and o distinet loss in the
matter of durability, but the con
sumer foreed the manufacturer to it
beenuse the demand is always for
shapely looking goods st whatever
cost. I predict that in n season or
two that clumsy but necessary cord
ing will be reinstated to overshoes
One would scarcely eredit it, buot 2
woman's rubber shoe is made up of
nine separate pieces. Sometimes when
a rubber shoe cracks across the toe it
is because it has been overhented of
overbaked. It is in the processof vul
canizing that the different parts of
the shoe are thoroughly united, bud
the temperature of the heater has 10
be adjusted with great judgment and
diserimination according to the grade
and kind of goods to be treated.

“The wvulcanizers consist of lhoge
wooden boxes covered with sheet n
on the inside and filled with sieam
pipes, the doors of which are hung af
the top. After they have been filled
the steam is turned on and the goods
sujected to its peculiar power, the &
gree of heat being enrelully rogulnted
by means of thermometers secn lrow
the outside throngh small windows
Everybody has studied about the wos
derfal rubber tree which grows so pnr
fusely in Africa, South America and
other, hot countries. They vemembet
that the ecrcam-like sap it yiells ¥
hardened by the natives into big balls
like rosin, and that afterward,
when melted and mixed with ®
certain compound, it is coated on 10
the cloth which is to be made water
proof. 1t I8 in the compounding _"*
this mixtare to be worked into the
malleable gum or robber thut th
whole secret of the business lies
Manufacturers do not feel that perfes
tion has even yet been reached in ™™
gard to the mixing of these gompountds
They are trying to reach perfection 0
the art and for this purpose they
experimenting and substitoting
that and the other ingredicuts o
those long in use, in order fo :'-l“"}:
some yet more xatisfactory. Thepd
lic is occasionally the, vietim of thee
experiments, but the repeated -"fr"’:"
and: failures will effect good in the
end."-~N, Y. Tribune.
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